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not allow her to array herself against the Divine 
Will, by seeking to alleviate what It sanctions. She 
keeps as many of the written Gbmmandments as con- 
venient for the love of God, and yiolates the unwrit- 
ten ones for the love of herself. She is a regular 
attendant at church when the weather is fair, and 
her newest gown is calculated to excite the envy of 
her neighbors. She believes in the sacred ness of 
the Sabbath ; for, on that day, no rude and clumsy 
_^^ehicles interfere with the smooth rolling and steady 
progress of her elegant equipage, and the compara- 
tive desertion of the streets reveals her shining 
glories all the more fully to the better class who 
chance to be abroad. 

In the imposing edifice she kneels in an attitude 
she has practiced for months, and thinks that, if 
God sees her. He must approve of the magnificence 
of her pose. She prays put of the ritual — having no 
language in which to ask for the forgiveness of sins 
she could never have committed. She communes 
with herself, and finds her life so superbly faultless 
that she questions whether the restraints of religion 
were designed for the best circles, of which she is 
the center and saint. She is confident that the 
Lord loves her, for he could hardly do otherwise, 
since she has no special fault to find with the Lord, 
and regards Him, on the whole, as conducive to the 
loftiests interests, of the most exclusive society. She 
is indifferent to the sermon ; for, knowing the exact 
salary of the clergyman, she considers it his duty to 
write as well as he can, and to avoid giving offense 
to a generous and drowsy congregation. Fearful 
she may become fanatical in her pious zeal, she di- 
rects her thoughts, during much of the service, to the 
contents of her wardrobe and the arrangements for 
her next reception. She is not altogether satisfied 
with the fit of her glove ; and, conscious that Alex- 
andre made it, she thinks that Courvoirsier's chances 
for salvation are infinitely better. 

Very charitable is the daughter of Japonica, when 
charity is properly regulated by the action of her 
set, and the certainty of public announcement. To 
give privately is to encourage pauperism and to 
restrict the privilege of fashion. Only those are de- 
serving who can appreciate the magnanimity of the 
rich in condescending to think of the poor. And 
blest with such 'grace, they need little which wealth 
can give, and they get it. 

The camellia woman has many friends — as she un- 
derstands friendship. They dress well ; have good 
manners ; do not utter unpleasant truths^ and de- 
clare her charming. Her life is a soft round of 
elegant monotony, and each day is pleasant and in- 
sipid as every other day. Hatred finds no place in 
her heart; for where love has never been, hatred 
cannot dwell. Her wide circle of acquaintances 
sound her praises far and near, and she accepts her 
adulation as her deserving and her right. In the 
path she has chosen she is firmly supported, as she 
walks with fashion on one side and selfishness on 
the other. She may have peccadillos of her own, 
and, if she is too lenient to them, she makes amends 
by her merciless judgment of others. She believes 
it sweet to sin sometimes for the sake of repenting, 
and sweet to repent for the sake of sinning. She 
feels, bound to be guilty of a few transgressions to 
prove she is mortal, and to support the doctrines of 
the Scriptures. 

She, of the camellias, seems all that the flowers are, 
but she is really much less. She is handsome and 
cold and odorless as they ; but they are as Nature 
made them, and she is as Nature made her not. She 
may impose all her life upon the shallow and the 
superficial among whom she is thrown ; but to those 
whose judgment is clear, and whose opinion is worth 
having, she is a mere reflex of conventional hypo- 
crisy and heartless egotism. She never lifts the 
smallest of burthens from her fellows ; never feels 
another's woe ; never sympathises with aught that is 
lofty, generous or self-sacrificing ; never makes the 
world better or nobler for her being. Form and 
fashion claim and hold her; and, until her latest 
breath, she dwells under the glass and in the artificial 
warmth wherein she was reared. The camellia, that 
typifies her, might teach her a valuable lesson ; for 
it at least does its best to be beautiful. She is fair, 
and graceful, and rich ; but she is perfumeless as the 
withered leaf, disappointing as the grave, iand love- 
less as despair. Touch her, and she will chill ; 
pluck her, and she will repel ; wear her, and she will 
destroy. 

Benefits please, like flowers, while they are fresh. 



tnjS beach of rock away. 

On old Long Island's sea girt shore, 
Many an hour I've whiled away, 

List'ning to the breakers roar, 
That wash the beach of Rockaway. 

Transfix'd I've stood while Nature's lyre, 
In one harmonious concert broke, 

And catching its Promethean fire. 

My inmost soul to rapture woke. 

f' 

Oh, how delightful 'tis to stroll 

Where murm'ring winds and waters meet, 
Marking the billows as they roll 

And break resistless at your feet ; 
To watch young Iris, as she dips 

Her mantle in the sparkling dew. 
And chas'd by Sol, away she trips ! 
. O'er the horizon's quiv'ring blue. 

To hear the startling night-winds sigli, 

As dreamy twilight lulls to sleep ; 
While the pale moon reflects from high. 

Her image in the mighty deep ; 
Majestic scene where nature dwells, 

Profound in everlasting love, 
While her unmeasured music swells. 

The vaulted firmament above. 



THE WEASEL. 



The weasel is the imp of the forest, the cruel and 
sly enemy of the birds, and the perpetual disturber 
of domestic felicity of the more peaceful and weaker 
animals. Watch it as it glides out of its home among 
the rocks (see illustration on page 158), twisting 
its long, slender' body through crevices and under 
low bushes, with all the skill and cunning of the fox 
combined with the low gliding motion of the ser- 
pent. How eagerly does it watch for prey, this little 
tiny creature, in whose small brains are gathered 
such a large stock of murderous intentions, backed 
by the courage of a giant. With eyes shining and 
steady, tiny ears erect and on the alert for the 
slightest rustle among the leaves, and the little tail, 
scarcely two inches long, quivering with droll ex- 
pectancy, it crouches in some leafy covert and 
awaits its moment. Now a bird alights on a bush 
near at hand, picking berries for its morning meal. 
Quick as an arrow the weasel is upon it. But this 
time it is a miss, the bird soars away, leaving only a 
feather or two in the grasp of its enemy. Excited 
by this ignominious failure, the weasel glides about 
here and there among the bushes with all the light- 
ness of the morning wind. Now it pushes its little 
nose into a mouse-hole ; now it listens attentively at 
the entrance to a mole- hill, next the ants' nests 
attract its attention. What a powerful illustration 
is this little creature of the wondrous instincts of the 
animal creation, the unconscious combination of 
will and action which enables these small inhabitants 
of the wild woods, so perfectly to fulfil all the func- 
tions of their nature. Their thoughts are deeds — at 
once, too — and when the weasel crouches and waits 
by the mole-hill, it becomes, for the instant, simply 
a mole-trap— every power of its little brain and 
body being concentrated on that one object alone. 

Suddenly a slight rustling is heard among the 
leaves and the ears and eyes of two little rabbits 
peer out cautiously from a thicket. The weasel has 
vanished frojn sight; and, enticed by the apparent 
security, the small pair scamper through the grass 
toward a bunch of clover. Contentedly nipping the 
leaves" fresh with dew, they little suspect the danger 
which is drawing near. The weasel, who has quietly 
concealed itself under a bush, now stretches up its 
long, slender neck, and gazes intently on the tempt- 
ing sight. Stealthily it twists its lithe little body 
through the iinderbrush towards the victims. The 
rabbits quietly munch their breakfast, their long 
ears falling gracefully and carelessly, a sure sign that 
they feel confident of their security. But, suddenly, 
one of the rabbits pricks up its ears and sniflfs the 
air. Something has aroused suspicion. There is 
danger near; and, quick as a flash, it turns and 
vanishes among the leaves. But, before its scared 
companion can follow, the weasel has made the fatal 
spring, and landed like a little red ball on the neck 
of its prey. The poor rabbit may scamper away as 
fast as it can, but the weasel clings tenaciously and 
soon sucks away its life-blood, through the small 
incision which its sharp teeth make in the veins of 
the neck. 

The weasel is a great lover of fresh, warm bloody 
and will often attack animals much. larger than it- 
self, fastening about the throat and sucking the 
blood until the animal becomes exhausted. 



It is no burrower, and prefers to make its home 
among the crevices of some ledge, or in cavities 
under the spreading roots of trees. Here it houses 
its little family of yp^ung ones, bringing home birds 
and small prey for their food. As the mothef^r^turns 
from her morning forage, dragging, perhaps, some 
unfortunate sparrow, she calls her young ones, with 
a low grunting sound, and from the holes in the 
rocks at once peep up a half-dozen little heads, min- 
iature copies of the old one, and the sparrow is 
eagerly seized and torn in pieces by the murderous 
little, tribe. 

The weasel's sharp scent enables it to be a keen 
hunter, and a most formidable enemy of rats and 
mice. On this account, it- is a useful inhabitant of 
barns and corn-houses ; for, although it may some- 
times seize a chicken, or suck an ^^g^ it always bal- 
ances accounts by clearing the premises of trouble- 
some occupants. 



A CORINTHIAN CUSTOM. ^^ 

'■ W. F. ALLEN. 

When Christianity was first introduced into Cor- 
inthia, it was gladly received by the peasants, but 
the nobles despised it as a low and ignoble super- 
stition. The duke, therefore — Ingewo, who held his 
office at the hands of Charlemagjne, and was himself 
a devout Christian — bethought him to give the 
haughty nobles a lesson. He made a great banquet, 
and invited to it poor and rich, high and low alike. 
But the Christians alone sat at the table of their 
prince, and were well and sumptuously feasted.; while 
the heathen were left in the open air, and fed with 
tainted meat and.drank sour wme. So it came to pass 
that it was the nobles that had to put up with this 
sorry fare, while the despised peasants were well 
served in the duke's presence. They must have been 
of a more docile make than most of their class, how- 
ever, for this contemptuous treatment, aided by the 
eloquence and arguments of the Archbishop of Salz- 
burg, converted them into zealous followers of 
Christ. This was the treatment, they were told 
which awaited them, on the Day of Judgment ; while 
believers, however lowly, would sit with Abraham, 
Isaac and Jacob, at the marriage-feast of the Lamb. 
In recognition, therefore, of the great good which 
the example of the peasants had wrought, in thus 
bringing their nobles to reason^ the following cus- 
tom was established. The custom, was a real one, 
whatever we may think of its alleged origin : 

Whenever a duke was to be installed in Corinthia, 
he went on foot, in peasant's clothes, with a shep- 
herd's staff in hand, attended by a black ox upon his 
left, and a lean horse upon his right, to a stone called 
the " Prince's Stone,'* about a mile from Klagenfurt. 
Here sat a peasant — it was the hereditary right of a 
particular family to take part in the drama — and, as 
the new prince drew near, followed by a crowd of the 
people, he asked : " Who is it that comes here with 
such a lordly step .^ " Then th« people answered: 
"The prince of the land comes." "Is he alsd," he 
asked, " a righteous judge, a furtherer oflhe welfare 
of our land, and of our free possessions.^ Is he also 
a protector of the Christian, faith, and of widows and 
orphans } " '* Yes," was the answer, ** he is, and shall 
be." Then the new prince promised the peasants 
that he would not be ashamed to plough with such 
cattle. And the peasant asked again : " How shall I 
be brought from this place ? " The Count of GQrtz, 
hereditary Count Palatine, answered for the prince : 
" We will buy you off with sixty pence ; the ox and 
the horse shall be yours, you shall have the gar- 
ments of the prince, and your house shall be free and 
never taxed." At this, the peasant rose and gave the 
prince a mighty blow on the ear with the left hand ; 
the prince took his seat upon the stone, swore to 
observe the liberties of his subjects, and began to 
administer his office. 

As long as the pri-nce sat upon the stone, the 
Gradneckers had a right to mow grass wherever they 
liked, and the Portendorffers to burn and destroy at 
will ; and when the family of the Portendorffers be- 
came extinct, this desirable privilege passed to the 
Mordaxen. This singular right reminds one of a 
custom in another Slavonic country : When the 
dukes of Bohemia began to be summoned to ap- 
pear at the diets of the empire, in the nth cen- 
tury, they obtained, as a privilige to counterbalance 
this burdensome duty, the right to signalize their 
approach by burning a few villages. This, they 
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THE ALDINE. 



seated on the ground, surrounded by his brothers, 
amongst whom He was sharing the cake given him 
by his father. But each was exclaiming against the 
size of his share, and wanting it smaller; it needed 
all the eloquence of the little hunchback to make 
them accept the shares he had allotted to them. 

The young huntsman looked at the scene for 
some moments 
with deep in- 
terest, and the 
children hav- 
ing again left 
the room, he 
expressed his 
admiration of 
it to the farm- 
er's wife. "Cer- 
tainly," she re- 
plied with a 
smile, while at 
the same time 
a sigh escaped 
her, "there are 
times when I 
think that the 
infirmities of 
our poor John 
are of use to 
our other chil- 
dren: amongst 
each other they 
are very slow 
in yielding, but 
not one of 
them can ever 
refuse him any- 
thing — it is a 
continual ex- 
ercise of kind- 
ness and devo- 
tion." 

"And a fine 
kind of virtue 
it is ! " inter- 
rupted Moser. 
"Who could 
refuse giving 
anything to an 
innocent who 
has so much to 
suffer ? It is 
a foolish tjiing 
for a man to 
say, but do you 
know, sir, that 
child always 
makes me feel 
disposed to cr3^ 
Often when I 
am in the fields, 
I begin all of 
a sudden to 
think of him. 
I say to my- 
self, " Perhaps 
Johnny is ill, 
perhaps he is 
dead!" and 
then, no mat- 
ter what hurry 
there may be 
for the work to 
begot through 
I have to find 
some pretext 
or other for 
coming home 
and seeing how 
things go on. 
You see he is 
so feeble, so 
suffering ! If 

he were not loved more than others, he would be 
too unhappy." 

"Yes, yes," gently replied his wife, "the poor 
child is to us at once a cross and a blessing. My 
children, sir, are all dear to me ; but when I hear 
upon the floor the sound of Johnny's crutches, I 
always feel as it were a thrill of joy pass through 
me : it is a notice to me that our gracious God has 
not yet withdrawn the beloved child from us. It 
often seems to me that Johnny brings happiness to 
the house, like the swallow's nest built beneath the 



roof. If I had not to watch over him, I should feel 
as if I had nothing left to do." 

Arnold listened to these 7iaive expressions ot ten- 
derness with mingled interest and surprise. The 
good woman called a servant to assist her in la3ang 
the cloth ; and the young man, at the invitation of 
Moser, drew near the brushwood fire which was 




" Idea .^ No," replied the peasant; "but I, too, 
have served a campaign in the 14th Flussars — a vali- 
ant regiment, sir — which was pretty well cut up at 
Montruivail. There were only eight men left in 
our squadron ; and so, to be sure, when the Little 
Corporal ^diSSQdi in front of the line, he saluted us — 
3^es, sir — he took off his hat anci saluted us ! To?tnerre/ 

it was worth 
while being 
killed for him ! 
Ah ! he was 
the father ot 
the soldier." 

Here the 
peasant began 
to fill his pipe, 
with his eyes 
fixed upon the 
frame of black 
wood and the 
dried leaf. 
There was evi- 
dently, to him, 
in this remem- 
brancer of a 
wonderful des- 
tiny a whole 
romance ot 
youth and ot 
emotion. He 
recalled the 
last struggles 
of the Empire, 
in which he 
had borne a 
part ; the re- 
views held by 
the emperor, 
when his pres- 
ence was still 
considered a 
pledge of vic- 
tory ; the suc- 
cesses of the 
French cam- 
paign, which 
were soon fol- 
lowed by the 
disaster ot Wa- 
terloo ; the de- 
parture of the 
fallen hero; 
and his long 
agony on the 
rock of St. 
Helena. All 
these images 
passed suc- 
cessively be- 
fore the farm- 
er's mind, and 
his brow be- 
came knitted 
— he pressed 
his thumb en- 
ergetically on 
his pipe, and 
whistled in a 
low tone one 
of the marches 
of his old regi- 
ment. 

Arnold re- 
spected the old 
soldier's medi- 
tations, and 
waited till he 
should himself 
once more 



THE WEASEL AT HOiME.— After Dicker. 

burning on the hearth. As he leaned against the 
mantelpiece, his eye rested on a small frame wherein 
was a dried leaf; Moser perceived its glance. 

"Ah, you are looking at my relic, I perceive," said 
he, laughing. "It is a leaf from the weeping willow 
which grows away yonder upon the tomb of the 
hero ! It was given to me by a Strasbourg merchant, 
who had also served in the old regiment. I would 
not give the thing for a hundred crowns." 

" You attach, then, some particular idea to it } " 
said the young man, enquiringly. 



break 
lence. 



the si- 
The ar- 



rival of supper 
awoke him trom his reverie — he drew a chair to the 
table for his guest, and took his own place opposite. 
"Come," said he, abruptly, "let us set to work 
with the soup. I have taken nothing since morning 
but a crust of bread and two or three mouthfuls of 
cherry brandy. I could almost swallow a whole cow 
this evening;" and, as if to prove his assertion, he 
began rapidly to despatch the large basin of soup 
which stood before him. For a few minutes, nothing 
was heard but the noise of spoons, soon followed by 
that of knives emplo3^ed in cutting up the quarter of 



